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kiss. There were now sixteen of us in the circle. The
sheikh gave us coffee, and Sudan offered them sugar
and tea from our rations. Suddenly he sprang to his
feet and ran into the other side of the tent. We heard
rapturous kisses, and murmuring, while the old men
smiled, and I tried to carry on polite conversation with
Sheikh Selman.

Half an hour later, Sudan returned with his two-
year-old son, very sweet and solemn, whom I kissed
dutifully. Then he spied a rubeyby hanging from the
side of the tent, and he began to play. He played so
that its single string sounded not mournful and dis-
tressed, but like a quiet voice. It was the voice of a
being who has seen all the goodness and all the evil
in the world, and now recollects his life in tranquillity.
Nostalgia was there, and pain. But above all, it seemed
to me as I looked round the hairy, worn faces now
relaxed in contemplation, the voice proclaimed with the
quietness of certainty that all things in the world are
one and that evil and goodness wash around us as the
sea washes about the earth.

I think I shall remember Sudan as he was then. I
shall see him in my mind as he sits in this circle of men
on the sand round the fire. His face is raised to the
mountain towering above the tent opening. By the
firelight I can see that his features are in repose; for the
pain of his desire has been assuaged, and in his slanting
eyes are glistening the tears of happiness. -

A relation appeared, and the spell was broken. At
that moment I noticed a hole in the curtain separating
us from the women and children. It was about two
inches wide, and by turning my head a fraction to the
left while Sheikh Selman bellowed politenesses at me
I could just see a pair of hands resting on a lap. The